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where all the officers of the American fleet, in special full dress,
were assembled in honor of her visit.

It was the first and the only time the writer ever saw the
Empress of the French, and the impression made then has re-
mained ineffaceable in his memory. Her grace of person and
her manner were attractive and sympathetic as she spoke in
charming voice to everyone. At this time she was in the zenith
of her beanty; the demonstrations of respect and admiration
from her people suggested that she was at the highest pinnacle
of power and fame. There appeared on her matchlessly charm-
ing face just a trace of sadness, the writer thought, as she gazed
on the scene of welcome prepared in her honor around the harbor.
Though courteous in her manner to all whom she met, there was
no visible exhibition of this sadness; yet there appeared to be a
dreamy, far-away expression in her soft eyes which suggested
some sad reflection, but it was never for a moment betrayed in
her intercourse with those assembled to honor her.

The practice squadron's visit to Cherbourg having ended, its
vessels got under way for Spithead, in England, where a week
was pleasantly and profitably spent by the young cadets in vis-
iting the docks, looking over the newer vessels of the English
Navy at anchor or under repair, and in taking a spin up to
London which the opportunity of such nearness afforded. These
pleasures over, anchors were tripped and sail was made for home.
The squadron, which had kept company in going over, was sig-
naled each to make the best of its way home. The Dale chose
the route south, across the Bay of Biscay, touching at the beauti-
ful island of Madeira. Bough weather was met in crossing this
usually boisterous sea, but it was fine experience for the young-
sters, who by this time had been braced up by exposures and
made hardy in physique by daily instruction and exercise on
deck and aloft in the open air.

Maderia was reached after an eight or ten days' trip, but our
stay was only for a few hours in order to take on board some
needed supplies to the larder. Then the Dale stretched to the
south in order to reach the trade-wind regions of the North At-
lantic, where the winds blow constantly and the weather is
always good. Sailing along in seas that are rarely rough, and
where the sunshine is only interrupted by passing clouds of